: Like you my Song, 


or like it nor, 


An Anſwer to the Lady of Qualities Porisn BALLAD of the Popisn PLor, 


-I fing the Down-tall of the PLoT, 
 ThePLoTTERs CharadQters I ſhew, 
The Devil by his Paw you'l know. 
- God bleſs our Kine, our Churcn Preſerve} 
Whilſt TRarTors have what they deſerve. 


To the Tune of PACkINGTON's PounD. 


Fe 
Ince Hell is broke laoſe, and the Preſs ſet a work, 
\ 3 By Jeſuit, by Jew, by Chriſtian, and Turk; 
By Foo!s, and by Fops, by Raſcals, and Knaves, 
By Counterfeit Ladies, and by. Scribbling Slaves: 
Fach Mome, and each Sot, 
Now talks of the Þlot, 
' Some cry it is true, and ſome ſwear it 1s not : 
New Fire-balls in Pamphlets and Ballads are hurl'd, 
To cajule the People, and amule the World. 
| 2, 
And among all the reſt, there ſtarts up for one, 
A Prieſt under Petticoats, Jeſuit Joar: 3 
Who in a lewd Ballad, does ſing a loud Lye, 
And to o'erthrow the Plot by fooling would try: : 
And thongh very bold 
The Þlatters ſhe told, | 
The trick is too ſtale, the defign is too olds _ 
For no honeft man in whom Reaſon doth dwell, 
But ſcents the Popes breath, and the foul ſtink of Hell. 


2, 

The people deceiv'd by Jeſuitical Glaſſes, 

No longer now will be ridden like Aſſes; 

They won't be deceiv'd, by their old foolifh Lyes, 

But the Plot; and the Plotters, ſee with their own Eyes : 
For it is too plain, 
For all their falſe Train, 

The Plot was firſt hatch'd in a Jeſuitical Brain : 

And you ſhall without Romiſh SpeRacles ſee, 

Who both the Contrivers, and Actors ſtil] be. 


4+ 

A Politick States-man that doth all confound, + 
Who the Head of all true Religion does wound; 
Who was the firſt Rebel, that e're did rebel), 
And who ftill advances all Traytors in He] : 

The Father of Emil, 

And named Don Dewil, 
A very Fanatick, though he can ſeem Civil, 
Ofthis wicked Plot firſt latd the cloſe Train, 
And the Cockatrice hatch'd in a Jeſuits Brain. 


5. 
The Politick” States-man in Councel did fit, 
With Legions, to find out ſome Inſtruments fit ; 
And picking and chooſing, he form'd a whole Rabble, 
Who ſtink at St. Omzers like Goats in a Stable : 
Their Fortunes were low, 
The Devil did know, 
The bate of Preferment he therefore did fhew-: 
He adopted theſe Took, to give the Train fire, 
For which ſome receiv'd a Rope for their hire. 


For 'Money 


| 


th . 
The next he prepar'd was a proud prating Knave, 
Who long ply'd the Court, toGreat ones a Slave 3 
He fed with great Hopes, kept up great Table, 
| Hel France, did make the Knave able: 
- He went andheran, 
; Did many Trepan, _ 
"And for the Popes ſake, a whole Nation did'ban-: 
He loſt his Reward-if he gaped for Uburn, 
For he with an Halter was Sainted at Tybarm. 


E: 
Like Rat in a Chamber another he found, 
Who had from the Fathers got many a pound; 


This Piek-lock of Law, to be the Book inp. FA 
ge: 


Was made, with great hopes, at laſt to be Ju 
Fe loved Applauſe, 
Peroverted the Laws, 


An Aled with Zeal he grew ſou for the Cauſe ep 
Left Drawing an En ould not mak Z bl Wiareys, 
He laſh'd his own Back like a terrible Carter. 
8. 

The next were five bloudy and murtherous Fellows, 
Who tempted by Money, made haſte to the Gallows; 
By whoſe cruel hands a brave Hero did fall, 
Sufficiently prov'd, though deny'd by them all : 

G#ve the Devil his due, 

The Treaſurer too, 
He has Sins of his own, and needsnone from you : 
The Knight being ſlain, fled the Men of the Church, 
And left the poor Lay-men to hang in the lurch, 


| he 4g 
The next a-gtave Gown-man in terrible form, 
Who with a-ſ{trong-bfeath, doth blow up this Storm ; 
He thunders, he tears, he rants, and he roars, 
To- turn all Heretical Kings out of doors : 
' He makes a great rout, 
Ard hunts. all about, 


"To turn-all Religion and Sandiity out ; 


Both Biſhop and Presbyter he'l turn to Graſs, 
Tobring in his Idols, and ſet up the Maſs. 
Io. 
Thus both the Contrivers, and Actors youſee, 
They are not meer (ſhadows, bur really be; 
But *twas their ill Fortune, and our good Lot, 
Or rather Gods Mercy confounded their Plot : 
IT hate re Ladies ſing. 

They Murther'd one King, 
And now to Confuſion another would bring: 
God bleſs our good King, and long may he Reign, 


And Jeſuits be Hanged if they Plot again. 


; Sq 
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